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Thus lies my Atalus in durance vile,

Bound to do slavish service to a master.
Leon.

The Lord take pityl
Gregory.

I have offered ransom,

But hundred pounds in Prankish coin demand they

Who have him in their power.   So much I own not.
Leon.

You're jesting, sir.   Thrice hundred pounds and more

Yields to its head the church and town of Langres.
Gregory.

The poor own what it yields, not I indeed.

'Twas given to the bishop to give others;

He rules in his estate, but does not own it.

To dress and food, and what the body needs,

The bishop may lay claim like any one,

And what thereof he saves is his perhaps,

Perhaps, perhaps 'tis not.   Know then I dared,

As often as a solitary coin

I saved from my allowance, to lay it by

As thou hast seen, and if sometimes I kissed it,

As thou reproachest me, know 'tis the ransom

For nay poor Atalus, my son.
Leon (jumping up).

What's in the bag?
Gregory.

Near to ten pounds.
Leon.

And hundred must you have?

Pray, with your leave, how long then must you save?

And meanwhile they may torture him to death.
Gregory.

I fear thou'rt right.
Leon.

No, sir, that will not do!

That must be managed differently, sir.sregard of faith, and both sides took
